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strong. With feet astride in the middle of the large hall he used
to lift us and throw us almost as high as the glass dome, two
stories above, and catch us as we parachuted to the floor. And
he had all kinds of amusing tricks. We were permitted to make
exciting excursions in the service lift, and to blow peas down the
speaking tubes ; and he possessed an extraordinary sense of
table decoration. On one occasion, for Sunday lunch, he
spread an embroidered antimacassar in the middle of the
table. It was not till long afterwards that we learned that
this man, so full of delightful surprises, was an inveterate
drunkard, and consumed a large part of a very valuable wine
cellar.

We were somewhat afraid, especially of our uncles. Rather
than take advantage of the formality of being shown into the
drawing-room by the butler, we used to peep through the key-
hole to see who had arrived, and then gently enter, with
trepidation. We made then what was almost an obeisance
before our grandmother, whom we kissed by reaching on
tip-toe across her foot-stool under the smiles or frowns of
uncles, aunts, and elder cousins who were gathered round
her chair, like lords- and ladies-in-waiting upon Queen
Victoria.

But I have always thought that our fears of our uncles were
rather misplaced. Uncle John, John Hill the banker, a Governor
of " Barts " and trustee of the Devonshire Club, until the date
of his death in 1928, was affectionately known as ** Uncle John '*
by a very wide circle. He was kind and generous with his
entertainment in his coaching days, on his houseboat at Henley,
and in his spacious house and grounds in Marcsficld Gardens,
though during my parents' absence in Switzerland he did some-
times descend upon our house and pursue me, the chief malefactor*
with a hunting crop, and wag it at me viciously when I took to
earth under a table.

The garden of Uncle John's house adjoined that of another
uncle by marriage, Alexander Hay, who occupied a mansion,
" Nettlestone," in Fitzjohn's Avenue, almost opposite to the
Three Gables.

My Uncle Alec had been one of the pioneers of the steel
industry, providing the rails for the Grand Trunk Railways and
the Canadian Pacific in the western hemisphere ; and in his
business, both profitable and successful, he was closely associated
with the foundation of firms now of international fame, steel,